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BY YOUR LEAVES, GENTLE MEN! 



A POEM, 



IN REPLY TO MR. W. WATSON'S "APOLOGIA." 



By ^'BERTRAM:' 



Friend and brother, fellow-poet, — " I would lean my 
spirit o'er you," 
If I may claim " fellow" with you, with your spirit, 
for a span : 
Though I rather fear that with a fleshly grapple I may 
moor you 
To a less * divine ' creation, — to a heart, the heart 
of man. 
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Yet I would not to your spirit's hurting urge the 
heavy sinew 
Of my less-aspiring nature ; nor intrude my simple 
rhyme 
On the region of your subtlest mastership of force 
within you, 
If I thought not I might teach you what may make 
a man sublime: 

What may stir his heart's pulsations to such rare and 
radial music, 
As might reach remotest orbits far beyond the 
nebulous spheres ; 
What can draw from all Creation that abounding 
wealth infusic, 
Which we find within th* Angelic Minstrelsy of 
Human Seers. 

Listen then, but not as/^^/, — lest but echoes, "million- 
billowed,'* 
Seem to calm my storm-wave into wavelets of a 
level plan. 
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Rest your laurelled pen, and with your lyre upon your 
heart-strings pillowed, 
Listen to me, not as poet ; lend the poet to the 
tnanm 

Thus you'll learn, — your heart will teach you, — how, 
to Milton's ardent spirit, 
What he turned to ** hallowing dews," were tears 
that laved his sightless eyne : 
Learn how, in the " echo " of the Masters' music you 
" inherit,"— 
Without thews and sinews of it, Titan's groan 
becomes a whine. 

What is scansion, what is movement, but as moon- 
warmth to palaver. 
If your intellect and your emotion run not in one 
vein? 
If your thought be to'ard a war- charge, can you think 
of Balaclava 
Without battle-lighted eye and snorting breath and 
hurling brain ? 
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If you'd write of Milton rightly, you must have a 
smouldering passion, 
Milton-like, to be a Glorious Rebel to Despotic 
Sway. 
If you y^/ so, with him, Friend, — stay not to ask if 
Feeling *s fiashion. 
You will learn Earth's deepest secrets as it — dying — 
melts away 

Melts with such impassioned music, deeply glowing, 
softly merging 
To the sweet voluptuous songs of Milton's nuptial 
paradise : 
Till, as with the deep impulsing of an undercurrent's 
urging. 
Glorious bursts of Psalm-thanksgiving to the great 
Creator rise. 

Thus, in towering Majesty, the Modesty of Milton, 
soaring 
By the very wings of noble Pride that loves 
humility, — 
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Tells me, Friend! that, like to him, e'en you may 
(your mere fame ignoring). 
If you're modest, give us thoughts thus sweet and 
grand with modesty. 

If one half of me were * poet,' none but my own 
heart should know it : 
I would smoulder, smoulder, smoulder, fanned to 
an excess of power : 
Till, as Jove's brain-bom Minerva, — Soldier, Poet, 
Priest, Preserver, — 
I might, with overpowering passion, " spring fuU- 
statured in an hour." 

Till that catastrophic hour, with patience though for 
action fretting, 
I, as Lycidas, would teach my shepherd-heart deep 
human lore; 
Lulled by dewy pipe of peace until (my sun of spring- 
time setting) 
All along the red horizon smoked the resonant Hart 
of War. 
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Till some Mock-sun, Ichor-hot, oracular as Memnon- 
rattle, 
Thinned to sudden melting all the ice-fields of my 
Northern floes : 
Till some ice-lensed "Apologia" made my Norse 
blood boil for battle ; 
Made me fain to wield my weight and force the 
phalanx of my foes. 

Steady there ! my hot-head forces, — you're but asked 
to ** do your duty ; " 
England knows you brave but asks you to be steady, 
gentle Sirs ! 
England's Art, like England's Glory, has a grim 
Titanic beauty : 

Steady — steady — bright eyes think upon you 

and their front rank stirs. 

Aim you straight, without sharp-shooting ! ply them 
with the deadly rifle ! 
Come they on ? Magnificent ! but see, we've mown 
their foremost rank. 
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Steady ! they're upon us I God ! our Swinburne's down ! 
Up Guards and at 'em ! 
To their rear! my light-armed Lancers. Sabres! 
hurl upon their flank. 

They are lost : Nay ! to it hearties : Splendid ! how 
they hold together : 
We have down'd a score of doughty warriors, but 
they will not yield : 
Nay ! they turn our Magazines on us : I am forced to 
doubt me whether — 
Sure, there must be six immortal " Apologias *' in 
the field ! 

Keep my right then, William Morris : Guard my left, 
my good Le Gallienne : 
We're in desperate straits and yet again must play 
defensive part : 
Nay, we'll dash again at them I for onward comes the 
great Parhelion : 
If I fall — as well I may fall, — Dick, sweet brother, 
save my heart. 
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Now have at you ! I would shear right through that 
helm that seems so humble, 

Till your pride but stay me 1 how can such wide 

strokes as yours avail ? 
Tangent-hurled from earth to moon ! — then, scraping 
cavemed depths, you stumble ! 
O, poor soul ! you're like your Sea- Hymn, stifled 
in your " resonant mail." 

Let me loose that modest lace that irks ev'n your 
humiliation : 
We should match more equally, for though I'm 
poet less than Half^ 
Yet my pride demands a fairer victory for its 
exultation, — 
So I'll give you easy Quarter^ — If you'll take it but 
in chaf. 

Friend, forgive ! I ** write no satire," but my Muse 
will play the sorc'ress ; 
Will transport and transmutate my essence in a 
score of ways. 
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Get you breathed and back within the fastness of your 
strongest fortress ; 
I will ask you— there to match with my phantasma- 
goria! rays. 

But beware ! your fortress, if its lofty, should have 
deep foundation ; 
If it has not, you should quickly use some tool that 
deeply delves. 
If you built it lower, wider, it might give you less 
vexation ; 
For I know, from much experience, both must write 
within ourselves. 

Only poet ; you must, like a Gothic arch, beware 
expansion : 
I, more grounded, like to Romanesque, embrace 
what poets can. 
You may skim the literary top-froth of poetic 
scansion ; 
I will give the deeper, fuller, inner movement of 
the man. 
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Softly then, with intuition, let my soul expand to 
grasping 
More than my poor strength of utterance ever dares 
to hope to wield : 
While I pray my Mighty Masters, — ^begging for a firm 
hand-clasping, — 
To my heart, one little moment, keeping of their 
hearts to yield. 

Hush ! a Spirit passed before me : creeps my flesh 
with icy tremor : 
Thrills the heart-pulse with reaction as of Mighty 
Minstrelsy. 
Intellect and passion strive as factors in a great 
dilemma : — 
Can debate, in such emotion, say I*m self or 
I am he? 

Yes, I'm Milton, — Dove-like brooding o'er the preg- 
nant vast Abysm 
Of all space and time within the spheral motions' 
ebb and flow. 
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I have contemplated, well might build from, all 
Catholicism* : 
Yet I wait until the Lord Himself bespeaks and 
bids me go. 

I am he since His stem message came upon me so 
sacrific; 
Stoically-proud to bear the loss of all that Heaven 
lent: 
Since by sacrifice of part shall oft the whole be more 
magnific ; 
And, through death of this * World's Light, ' I there 
shall shine magnificent. 

I am Dant^, stern-disciplined. Through a mighty 
tribulation, 
I have washed me white with Worship at Love's 
adorable Shrine. 
For a fleshly passion I have wrought a Transubstan- 
tiation ; 
From my inner struggle between Beaut/s lips and 
Beauty's eyne : 

•Universality. 
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Lips I cannot kiss for gazing on those Spheres so 
pure, Divine. 

I am Spenser, whose high honour 'tis to be the poet's 

Poet; 
For I garlanded for * Una ' all sweet poesies with 

zest. 
" Learn of me, the yoke is easy " of my stanza ; you 

may show it 
Brilliant with all ardour for your helm and beauty 

for your crest. 
Let it wryte upon your shield my Lord hys love 

within your breast. 

I am Shelley; loving all that's sweet and good in 
human nature ; 
Hating, with a bitter hatr'^d, av'rice, cant, and 
scornful pride. 
'Tis an inner harmony of Human-Life inflates the 
stature 
Of my musical emotion, till it seems o'er earth to 
ride. 
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Yet I feel it crushed and mangled, 'twixt the non- 
appreciation 
Of Divineness, and that cant which apes an All- 
Divinity. 
I love Christ as He's part Human, for my own 
Imagination* 
Suffers, bears, all human woes in bloody-sweated 

agony. 
And my soul, for human sorrow, culminates in 
Calvary. 

I am Robbie Bums ; not unco' guid nor owre rigid 
righteous ; 
Yet you might lo' me for love and sjrmpathy wi* 
tearfu' sighs. 
You break my heart, my Bonnie Land, yet I will 
drink and be facetious ; 
Merrily dashing the gumlie jaupsf — to drown my 
pouring skies. 



Obviously not mere Imagination. Rather the Sympathetic' 
Universality of Soul-Consciousness. 

t Muddy jerks. 

B 
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I am Shakespeare ; known as poet ; and they place me, 
in this England) 
As a ^ cap ' upon a column : let the cap stay if 
it fit. 
Though they'd cure my brawn for Bacon in a land 
not far from GreenAzxi^.^ 
Tis my boast that * Rare Ben Jonson ' loves me 
for my sinewy wit. 

Self-contained as is a vessel, riding o'er a sea's 
detraction, 
You may, if it pleases England, write me as a 
flawless bell ;• 
But I know all human frailty — in my heart if not in 
action ; 
If my topmasts tower to Heaven, — deep my keel as 
direst Hell. 



* Mr. Watson says, "Cloudless soul." Lest, however, he 
should fancy he hears my " flawless bell " playing at echoing his 
expression, let me explain that, by the context, my bell is a 
diving bell. 
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I am Byron ; in my supreme power of passion mortals 
scorning : 
God-like, suffering blight of cursing such as never 
mortal can. 
Thyrza I save me ! from the degradation of this 
pleasure-fawning : 
Oh ! could I have been a Stoic, I had been 
Promethean. 

I am Chatterton ; — ^p*rhaps too early measuring, by 
Fame's narrow portal, 
My full stature of all Meekness, Love, and Ruth, 
and Pride and Hate : 
Weaving, in a dungeon, to my name, a pair of wings 
immortal, — 
Fame and — O my God ! — O Satan 1 — will the other 
match its mate ? 

I'm Rossetti ; colouring all things with Romance of 
Passion-Worship ; 
Full and fervent as yon rays that gild with blood 
the gold of heaven. 
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I,— of Dante's Winter, Spring and Summer, — ^hold the 
Autumn heirship : 
He the Great Triunal Spectrum, — I the softer Prism 
of Seven. 

Keats am I who, in my soft voluptuous ardent fancy, 
gather 
Luscious juices from each thing and rite of Nature 
which can move 
Eye of Artist, heart of Lover. I must feel with all 
things, whether 
Man or deity, that sigh for want, or weep for loss, 
of Love. 

I am Wordsworth ; loving Nature ; from its every 
simplest feature, 
I drew sweet aspiring lessons, meditatively to 
con. 
You might give my sometime dulness, cannot give 
one-tenth my fulness 
Of that memory of emotion which serenely floated 
on. 
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I am Tennyson ; England-loving, English-hearted. 
Though I'm fain to 
Own my blank-verse lively yet on Fancy's altitude 
'tis wove. 
Though my Courtly knights might fail the blood-red 
heat of Mars to attain to ; 
Yet, in thund'rous mood, I beamed the blazon of 
the Front of Jove. 

I am Coleridge; futile Coleridge, cursed with too 
unbalanced essence 
Of Divine emotion such as memory never bore 
along. 
Such imaginative music's scintillating evanescence, — 
Oh ! could I but give it utterance ! Heaven's full 
orchestra of song, — 

Gloria! Gloria! Hark I hear it, echoing with re- 
sounding fulness, — 
God ! shout all the Starry Heights with wondering 
fervour, firm and tense. 
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Strophe re-echoes, from the radial Depths of all 
Creation's Wholeness, 
God! in awe-transcendent at His All-Supreme 
Magnificence. 

Soars the Choral Chorus higher yet with loftier 

Aspiration, 
Till the Gothic Arch before me seems the loftiest 

star to span. 
Swells the People's Anthem broader, fuller, with its 

exultation, 
Till the panting spirit, bursting, issues (at the 

hushed Amen) — 
In a Soul-transfigured phantasm of the Masterpiece 

of Wren. 

Here in awe, sublime, majestic, Order upon Order 
rises; 
Massive Column-clusters on which Mighty Archi- 
traves may ride, 
Like some awful Energy which a supreme Harmony 
supervises, — 
Here I find ray Inspiration. Here my Soul is 
satisfied. 
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Yet my vision'd sight, directed to the spacious 
Octagon, seizes 
Much relief from rounded columns as in Wren's 
fine Vestibule. 
And the noble Watts coerces all my vaultings, panels, 
friezes 
To Musaics, simpler, freer, than fantastic Rich- 
mond's rule. 

Can his lilliputian'd bases seem to bear that heavy 
groining ? 
Architecture's MatCs creation: Roofs rest not on 
fancy-fine. 
Does he share your weakness. Friend! with Artist 
not Construc/or joining? 
Your disdain of Human hearth-fires; striving to 
be too-divine ? 

Let us leave the Choir now. Friend ! and underneath 
the mist-like awning 
Of the vast o'ermantling Dome that seems to hold 
some Seraph throng ; 
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Muse till fancy, lighting up the grey diffused mist of 
the morning, 
Seems to float that ** Save the People " burthen 
of all lasting song. 

Muse — till all the radiant Spirits of the Earth's crypt- 
cavemed vaulting, — 
Hampdens, Cromwells, Sancrofts, Miltons, — ^Pillars 
of the People's State, — 
Seem to rise with Wellington and Nelson, — Ha ! to 
find us halting — 
On our March of Progress, — We^ the Nation which 
they made so great. 

Great and rich, Alas ! say England ! what are they 
who own our riches ? 
Why have not more Patriot hearts Memorials 
matching yonder Sheen ? 
Softly ! passion-hearted poet, — ^while we pass these 
sombre niches, 
With our shot-shorn Colours drooping, we too pray 
**GoD Save the Queen.*' 
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Save the Queen as She's the Nation^ as the Nation 
is the People; — 
Yea ! Deep calls to Deep, and Deep again calls to 
the Stateliest Height. 
Majesty of Britain, India, Canada, Cape, Australasia ! 
For the memory of Great Albert, aid the feeble 
poet's fight. 

In a powerful League for Labour's Conservation^ 
Class-communal ; 
I would join all Sympathetic, Brave and True and 
Noble hearts : 
So, as to a throne adjusted, — we might, as a Great 
Tribunal, 
Truly Patriotic, rule the Jangling of the Labour- 
Marts. 



Rule by high example, till the lashing wave of Public 
Feeling 
Rise and swamp the belly -hulled Armada of the 
Purse-proud Hells. 
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See ! I fire the beacon, — ^Vikings I let; report go 
thunder-pealing, — 

Hark I O Satan 1 'tis the clanging of the mocking 

City bells. 

Yea ! Mock on ! Mock on ! O Mammon ! Mock and 
take your fill of mocking ; 
Clang to the tune of the grinding stones you turn 
on the poor in your pitiless hate. 
But think not, for all your mocking, — ^that you echo, 
in your rocking, 
Aught that dignified those Merchants who once 
made our City great 

'* Merchant*! hurrying through the Churchyard, smiling 
ever cheerier, cheerier ; 
What commodities are they you enter on your 
Tariff rolls ? " 
" Oh ! our Counting-house shows profit, we don't " — 
Hark ! the bells ring merrier, 
** We have on our Bills of Lading Human Hearts 
and Human Souls.*' 
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Human Souls, — Oh power of loving ! gushing fountain, 
seething cauldron 
Of Desire within me to'ard you, your high honour 
to preserve ! 
•* You, how oft would I have gathered, as a hen her 
wilful children, 
But ye will not," cannot, — what avails it then that 
you * I serve ' ? 

I must weep, — O bells inhuman ! mock, but not the 
strong man's weeping : 
There's such music in his tears, would make your 
tongues by God be riven : 
For the poet's wave of soaring passion, to the welkin 
heaping, — 
Breaking, bears its spray aloft, — an Offering to the 
Highest Heaven. 



.*-^ 



NOTE. 



Referring to my characterization of the Poets in the above 
stanzas, I have not thought it necessary to actually indicate the 
quotations from their works which I have, in several instances, 
embodied or modified in my lines. To those who are acquainted 
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with the particular Poet, the quotation, where I have used one, 
will certainly be familiar ; to such as are not, I shall deem myself 
fortunate if I can stimulate a desire in them to become so. Only 
my Dante and Shelley appear to me likely to meet with a protest. 
I have possibly evolved both of these partly from myself ; but 
students of the character of Dante should not fail to read that 
sonnet of his commencing (Rossetti's translation) " My curse be 
on the day when first I saw " ; and as for Shelley, — well, read 
between his lines. The expression " God ! " which I have em- 
bodied in the stanza upon Coleridge, occurs in his address to 
Mont Blanc. 



If it had not been for Mr. Watson's showing, by his again 
taking his stand upon the battlements of that stronghold of his 
(called by certain of his Unsympathetic Critics "Versified 
Criticism ), that he intended to hold his ground, I should not 
have attempted to occupy it. As it is, I leel somewhat dubious 
as to remaining, for it cannot be but that my Antagonist is 
merely " Scotched," not killed ; and, if only to please me, will 
certainly be * having at me ' with such ** Sinai-thunders " as the 
laws of knightly warfare, and the impetus to be gained by 
availing himself of the precipitous slopes of his particular peak 
of Parnassus, will permit. But, to speak Electrically (of his 
thunder- bolts), if he couple not his Secondary battery in series, I 
shall hardly need to fear his Electro-motive-force, being some- 
what thick-skinned with hard wear, to say nothing ot the In- 
sulating capacity of my nom-de-plume. Yet, to speak Poetically t 
I am again faint and fearful ; for, being but a poor hand at 
love-making, I must certainly be placed at a disadvantage when 
Mr. Watson once more braces himself to a vigorous wooing of 
the Muse ; for / have never woo*d her ; She, as the Cyprian 
Goddess, has played to my playing of Adonis : say rather that, 
like the Royal Queen that She is. She has woo'd me ; surely, to 
make a Prince of me ; or, if it be not so, then (to punish me 
for my indifference), so to overpower me with the Magnificence 
of Her Glorious presence that I too shall be pleased to diminish 
to an ** Echo," so it be an echo of Her and not that echo of an 
echo whose obvious destiny it would be to 

** Melt away 

Like dissolving spray, 
With the lullaby 
Of winds that die 
On the bosom of their own harmony. 
But, hark ! 
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" Hear ye the march as of the Earth-bom Forms 
Arrayed against the everlasting gods.'' 

Surely it is no less than that 

** Sacred band of the Immortals, 
Celestial Body-guard of the Empire of Mankind." 

I take my proper place, in its rear-guard where surprises are 
most to be expected ; the Van having long since ** passed over." 
Here I hope Mr. Watson will shortly join me (if indeed we have 
not already grasped hands across that Continent of Heart's-desire 
which yet will join, in chastened yet active sympathy, the Lust- 
consumed Heart of Armenia with the Mammon-frozen Pulse of 
Britain). Take your places, Gentlemen ! Sutlers, Cooks, 
Grooms, Mule-drivers, Reporters, Photographers (Realists all), — 
Go ye on in front ; so ye behave yourselves ye are protected. 
• Thenardiers,' baggage-thieves, with your mock-heroics painted 
(never so skilfully) on sign-boards, keep as fax behind as you 
dare : but I will keep an eye upon you for two reasons ; the first, 
lest you steal my bag^ge ; and the second, in case (as I hope 
may happen) the smell of powder develope in you that grit tluit 
shall prove you have in you the making of honest men after all. 



^*s^- 
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AN ADAPTATION (of Tennyson). 



Art took up the lute of Life and touched its strings 

with subtle might ; 
Roused the chords of Self which, answering, musically 

flamed in sight. 



A FUSION 

(of St. John and Swinburne), 



" Truth is truth in each degree, 

Thunder-pealed by God to Nature, 
Whispered by my Soul to me." 

Browning, 



** These are they 
Which came out of great tribulation, 
And have washed their robes, 
And made them white " ** and the soul of their song 
Is as great as their grief, and sublime as their 
suffering, and strong as their sorrow was strong." 
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PSYCHE; 

OR, The Soui. of Higher Aspiration. 

By CUPID (Son of Dtan).* 



"What keeps a Spirit wholly true 
To that Ideal which he bears?" 

Tennyson, 



** Lovest thou me? " The words came whispered low, — 
A dainty, pliant, unobtrusive plaint : 
So nigh congenial seemed my sequent glow, — 
I might have cooled me with a callous feint 
Of acquiescence, had not some constraint 
Upon my transient volatility. 

Warned me to answer with but slight attaint 
Of treasonable thought, " I love — yes — ^Thee," 
When memory's well of deep moods echoed ** Lovest 
thou me." 



• It was the Author's intention to have written another " Psyche," 
as by that other Cupid who was Son to Venus. 
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** Lovest thou me ? " Oh ! memoried days of yore, — 
How sweetly then its murmurings seemed to sing: 
How deep I drew, to my heart's inmost core, 
The searching vibrates of its questioning : 
For through the channels of my heart did swing 
The gruesome welterings of a grief, whose sea 

Of oscillations formed a greedy ring 
Of vortices which sucked, sustainingly, 
Echoes within the echoes of that ** Lovest thou me." 

** Lovest thou me?" The night was dark and lone ; 
Yet, calm and strong, I oar'd my heavy barque. 
Life's stream's dull plash I heard above my moan, 
And learned to love it that it seemed so dark. 
For so it did enhance that luminous park. 
Of chivalrous romance and fantasy, 

Which Psyche wove across my vision's arc, — 
That, with a real and fervent verity, 
I woo'd the heavenly echoes of that " Lovest thou me." 

« Lovest thou me ? " I anxious strained to'ard day : 
With storm and stress the dank dark stream grew 
churned. 
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In wooing Her, I'd missed Life's tortuous way ; 
Though not till then I sought for love-retumed ; 
Nor, with that self-consuming passion, burned 
For fuel to feed an unsatiety 

Which, feeling now, methought that I discerned, 
To human hopes, a germ of falsity 
In all the enchantments of that echoed "Lovest 
thou me." 

" Lovest thou me ? " came feint, as in a trance ; 

Before me moved the phantom of a girl, 

With Psyche's wings and soul-involving glance. 

I glowed to think her passion might impearl 

My love's forlornness ; but an eddying whirl 

Transformed her to a fearsome fantasy : — 

My wraith ! I shrunk and shuddered, lest it hurl 
To hell my heart of frozen mockery. 
Bound in abortive echoes of that " Lovest thou me." 

** Lovest thou me ? " With seeming sarcasm tinged, 
Too mellow came it to my mocking mood : 
I'd woo'd Her with a patience that had fringed 
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My heart with bursten strings, dispersed and 

strewed : 
And now, — from passion's grip all crushed and 
crude, — 
I writhed, soul-robbed and blasted. Agony, 
Resentment, Scorn, contemned Her balm, and 
hewed 
Their way, with ** yes " of bitterest irony. 
Through all the dulcet echoes of that ''Lovest 
thou me." 

** Lovest thou me ? ** Alack ! again I drew. 
In reflex passion-weakness, that low plaint : 
Yet something-added might have thrilled me 
through, — 
Echoing the dying utterance of some saint. 
Who, chiding passion, urgeth '* Be not faint 
In doing well, reward thou'lt surely see, — " 

1^ grimly smiled ; experience deemed so quaint — 
Such optimism. Renewed despondency 
Foreshortened, dulled, the echoes of that ** Lovest 
thou me." 
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** Lovest thou me ? " I kept unardent tryst ; 

And, dubious, coy, I urged Her '* what reward?" 
Since * Passion of Love ' and ' Life ' for Her I'd 
missed. 
She pointed where a blazoned scroll did laud 
The Patriot, Prophet, Hero of the Sword. 
But answering thus, " Satire of Sympathy ! 
O Fame, thou art but gilt upon the gaud 
Of Notoriety ! "—I gilt, satu:ic'ly, 
The diamond scintillings of that echoing " Lovest 
thou me." 



'* Lovest thou me ? " Desultory my state : 

So transient seemed each slight access of zest, 
It failed my lethargy to stimulate. 

But now She whispers (seemingly a test) 
" For thy reward, see there, Eternal rest ; " 
In tone sarcastic, yet half banteringly. 
** True rest is Energy ! Fame? Sympathy's best ! " 
I flushing cried. Access of energy 
Revived the fading echoes of that ** Lovest thou me." 
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** Lovest thou me ? *' I wildly peer around, 
Expectant : can this haze my sight inform ? 
Life's stream's a broadened sea, — a muttering sound 
Hangs in the distance — and the air is warm 
With sultry aspiration. Flash ! the storm 
Bursts ! rolls 1 and thunders ! Surges on the lee 

Its foaming tumult. Yet an isle of calm 
Afar, to'ard which I struggle manfully, — 
Cheered by the stroke-timed echoes of that " Lovest 
thou me." 

" Lovest thou me ? " The sea was one great Grief, 
Where myriads, strengthless, struggled with 
Despair : 
An inspiration urged " debate be brief " — 
With Hamlet-action* did I do and dare ; 
Drawing the drowning in with arduous care. 
I slip ! down ! down ! Above me rolls the sea ; 
While, through the weltering ooze, from! hearts 
that bear 
Their course to'ard an Ideal Harmony, — 
Echoes the Soul of Human Sorrow " Lovest thou me.' 

• See Hamlet's letter to Horatio : ** In the grapple I boarded 
them, on the instant " &c. .Could our own Nelson have done it 
better? 
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Ah ! then I dreamed, a dream within a dream. 
Too sweet, methinks, for mortal tongues out- 
telling ; 
Yet, were it told, too powerful were its theme ; 
Too prone to stay the pulsing heart's upwelling. 
Ah me ! Ah me ! its echoes still are knelling 
Fains, which the puissance of its ecstacy, 

With untold joy, those speechless pains is quelling. 
Enough ! the Passion-pains of Calvary 
Augment the ecstatic echoes of that " Lovest thou me," 
Prolong the ecstatic echoes of my answering " Love — 
yes—Thee." 



-»-®-i. 
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THE SHRINE OF LOVE, 

(A Contemplated Sonnet-sequence). 



** Then said my Lady * Thou art Passion of Love, 
And ihis Love's Worship.'" 

Rossetti, 



I. 

To Love, within my Soul, I built a Shrine ; 

And bowed my heart, an humble votary there, 

To my Great Prince. Devices passing rare 
Its superstructure reared. From line to line 
All Life wrought with me j till its high design 

Embraced all Mortal Destinies that e'er 

To Love were sacred ; till its dome-capped stair 
Climbed to the clouds that veil the All-Divine. 
And Love dwelt there ; effusive — radiant — 

His presence utter-glory, such that this 
My heart no peace might wear : oh ! I did pant 

For less of Love's excess — for mellower bliss ; 
To veil His presence, some sweet Ministrant, — 

Ev'n as to Dante, Love's own * Beatrice.' 
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II. 

Within my Soul, I went a Pilgrimage 

To * Paradiso ' — Dante's Shrine to Love. 

For years I watched how waning centuries wove 
Its age with that * New Life ' whose dearest pledge 
Is Love's Beatitude. Here Love did fledge 

My Worship's Ego. Gentle as a Dove, 

His Priestess' eyes beamed blessing, all above- 
Smiling " I'm Beatrice '* : What privilege I 
Oh bliss ! within the * House of Life ' a lease 

Of favour found I through those lips and eyne, 
Whose blessed sympathies kn3w no surcease. 

Oh joy more near I for now in my own Shrine, 
Through lips and eyes still those of Beatrice, 

With vital Peace, my Prince has smiled on mine. 
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III, 

Soft shadows as of azure wings intrance, 

With mild diffusion, Life's innate desire. 

As muffles, to the Lark's sweet song, the Lyre,- 
All flesh is rapt 'neath that Angelic glance. 
While Law's supreme serenities enhance 

The Soul's soft aspiration to aspire ; 

And bind, as in a harmonizing gyre, 
The tributory tomes of Time's advance. 
For, through the hazy incense, setherous spheres 

Gyrate. An interpenetrative sea 
Of noiseless motion, coalescent, rears 

A Transubstantiative Mystery. 
It flames, — advances, — then, diverted, veers ; 

And all the deep gloom pants, expectantly. 
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IV. 

Hark t the lithe bells' transillient echoing troll 
Thrills all the galleried aisles. The vast dome reels 
With undulations, while the organ wheels 

Through circled tiers its grand majestic roll. 

Till soaring fantasy evolves a scroll, 

Bedight with diamond lettering, which reveals — 
What Life's vast edifice, redundant, feels, — 

^^e ^vocveatxve "^asigiton of f^e $out. 

And all the gloom dispels. Love's architrave 
Unfolds, by gradual steps, a glittering train 

Of Life's Musaics • • • • 
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THE SHRINE OF HARMONY; 

OR, 

THE PII.GRIMAGE OF LOVE. 
A Romance of Classicism. 



Dedicated to the Memory of — 

D. G. ROSSETTI, MasUr-Poet, 

AND 

THOMAS CARLYLE, Poef s-Master. 



"Such Harmony is in Immortal Soul." 

^Merchant of Venice, 



PRELUDE. 

O Mighty Goddess,Whose Chaste Heart enshrines 
That Glowing Mystery and Pure Ideal 
Of Beauty's procreation, th* Empyreal 
Essence of Joy, which, through the vast confines 
Of the Celestial, permeates and shines, 
Gently Heroic, to attest the Seal 
Of Thy Prerogative !— Whose Benign Zeal 
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Encircles, centres, radiates and entwines 
Creation in one Harmony I — Do Thou 
Reflect upon one suppliant human heart 
The sweetness of Thy Symmetry ; endow 
My breast with Love's true joy ; upon my brow 
Stamp Wisdom's index ; to my spirit impart 

A sense of Thy Magnificence to bow 
My heart before Thy Majesty. Thus raise 
My soul, on fire-fledged wings of wondrous song, 
To heights Empyrean, and float along 
Mine essence through th* unutterable haze 
Of Thine Entrancing Courts — till rapt amaze 
Thrill all my being, — and the beauteous Throng 
Of Angel Harmonies annex my tongue 
To their refrain's sublimity. Then as — 
Buoyed on Thy transient wings — I float in space,— 

Cleaving the viewless vault on dreams of harmony,— 
Fantasies dissolve my veins into aspiring mists. 

And sublimate my spirit as with Prophetic sorceries. 
My soul expands, stretching to grasp the Universe ; 
Roaming in radii to th' Orbit of the Abyss : 
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Enwraps the Nebulae, the Moons, the Planets and the 
Suns 
Of Systems Mightier than Earth can count. 
But I am nought : It is Thou who possessest my soul : 
Thine are these tremors that transmute me with 
the Outmost Poles. 
Thy Wings encompass me as clouds upon the Lunar 
ray: 
Thy Starry Train wreathes me in a Sphere of Fire. 
Fiery Orbs are but jewels on Thy garment's fringe : 

Thy Mantle has the * Milky- way' for bosom-pearls. 
They are Thine : — these Mighty Worlds of Wheeling 
Flame ; 
Ev'n as aeolian echoes of Thy breath's perfume. 
They dance as gyrating beads upon the strings of the 
lyre; 
As dulcet dews upon the barrels of the flute. 
Bright is the golden harp Thou hast given to me / 

And sweet, the silver flute of happy song I 
Trembling, — I touch the subtle strings and am great I 
My breath in the flute, — ^has it not brought I!kee to 
my gaze I 
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No more diffuse impalpable, — Thine Incamatioii is 
before me : 
Divine in Human form, — Thy gracious smile doth 
honour me. 
I see Thee in White, translucent as over iris-gleaming 
Pearl: 
Blue and Silver are the sashings of Thy waist and 
breast 
Olive, with a Thomless Rose, Thy bright brow's 
diadem: 

A Royal Lily is Thy bosom's brooch. 
Is it here! in this crystal fane, O Goddess! Thou 
dweirst ? 
In this heaven-roofed temple of a thousand piers ! 
Circle of a hundred Campanil^d domes 

Surrounding one whose vast o'ermantling shades 
Thy throne I 
From the South there rushing comes an odour of 
spices ; 
Of impetuous Passion unfettered in its fiery power : 
From the North there floats the pure balm of Love, 
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Temperate but strong as a steady flowing stream. 
In the East there gleams the golden glow of dawn, 
Flecked with the fleecy phantoms of the un- 
quickened Destinies : 
In the West there droops the crimson'd veil of night, 

And beyond are the Death- Life Mysteries. 
Brighten mine eyes to fix these Marvels in my soul, 
And tune my memory's ear to Thine. 

CHORUS OF UNSEEN SPIRITS. 

Gloria ! Gloria in Excelsis ! Gloria ! 
Sing, ye Eternities that never sleep, 

Gloria in Excelsis ! Omnis ! 
Flame through the Starry Heights, th* All-Starry Deep, 
The Nebulous Utmosts sweep 

With, Gloria ! Gloria ! 

SEMI-CHORUS, L 

The Immensities light up their starry train, 
And legion squadrons, serried, leap in sight, — 

Gloria ! Gloria ! 



\ 
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The Energies transmit the terse refrain, 

Upon their swift-fledged wings, in wheeling flight,— 

Gloria ! Gloria ! 
The Intensities take up the tensioned strain 

FULL CHORUS, 

And all Reflection adds its mirror'd might, — 
Gloria ! Gloria in Excelsis ! Gloria ! 
Sui^e on in tremulous waves sublime and strong, — 

Gloria in Excelsis ! Omnis ! 
Festoon, with echoing strophes from throng to throng. 
Your vast reverberant song 

Of Gloria ! Gloria ! 

SEMI-CMORUS, IL 

Deep Aspirations pulsate through the Abyss, 
Till, orbiting around each liquid sphere, 

Swells the deep Gloria ! 
Then Sympathies make every star a kiss. 
Beaming within Joy*s spangled dewy tear. 

While the hushed Gloria 
Thrills deeper echoings. Now again the bliss 
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FULL CHORUS. 

Bursting, reverberates through far and near — 
Gloria ! Gloria in Excelsis ! Gloria ! 
Vibrate, ye Harmonies, as one deep reed,— 

Gloria in Excelsis ! Omnis I 
Flash on, from World to World with lightning speed — 
This Anthem of your Creed — 

This Gloria ! Gloria ! 

NOTE. 

It is the intention of the author, if he receive sufficient 
substantial encouragement from the publication of this little 
book, to publish very shortly the first two Cantos of this poem. 
They are already written (as indeed is much more of the poem), 
but require more time for revision, and re-consideration with 
r^;ard to their relation to the general plan of the work, than 
(under present conditions) it is possible for the author to bestow 
upon them. 

Meanwhile, it maybe matter of interest to those Critics who 
will be honouring with their strictures the few specimens of the 
author's work contained within the covers of this small volume, to 
know that the poem is in that most highly honoured of all EngUsh 
metres, the decasyllabic Blank Verse. I mention this mainly 
to reassure any who mi^ht take an impression from the above 
prelude that my innovatmg tendency would run to the inflicting 
upon the Public of a whole poem written in Oriental parallelism, 
lliis I do not for a moment think of doing ; but so £eir as this 
matter in the prelude is concerned, — ^it came to me in this form, 
more rapidly and more as an inspiration than aught else I have 
written ; — ^it seems to express some very essentifd phase of my 
character, — and, in this mstance, appears to me to produce the 
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effect desired as no other metre could have done. As to whether 
it is Poetry, opinions may perchance differ, notwithstanding the 
fact that each line (except the concluding one of each stanza and 
here and there an irregularity) is marshalled to contain five 
syllables emphasized with both stress and quantity. For my own 
part I would have it — and indeed all my work — criticised by at 
least as high a standard as the following, viz : — That the Truest 
Art is the most exquisite balance of Intellect and Emotion upon ' 
the pivot of Imagination ; that the Highest Art is in proportion 
to the height of the pivot of Imagination (obviously elevating 
with it the beam which carries Intellect at one end and Emotion 
at the other ; and that the most Effective Art in Poetry is where, 
not only does the pivot of Imagination rise and fall, but where 
also the Intellect and Emotion oscillate upon it — now the 
Intellectual quality being more apparent, now the Emotional ; 
anon, the two equalling each other, and again proportioning by 
easy gradations. 



As it must be at least a considerable time before the Fourth 
Canto can be published, I am tempted to give here a few of its 
opening lines as they stand at present. 

Rocked in delirium's cradle : rising — floating — 
Hurling along as with tempestuous speed : 
Suddenly jarred, as on the jagged edge 
Of phantom-risen reefs : — to merge again — 
Stunned, yet too conscious, with the whirling blast : 
Transillient as on winnowing gusts that fan 
And sweep the aery spray now forth, now back : 
Breaking diffusive like thin clouds that soar 
Till, caught by opposite currents, spreading out 
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In undulatory waviness that seems 

Ocean's inverted mirage : furling again — 

Nebulous — nucleated : falling anon 

With fearsome impetus — the dizzy depth 

Sickens the thought : the soul seems reeling out — 

Anchor'd vast heights above— - unwinding still — 

As if a spider spun eternally 

An endless web he couldn't clutch, but dropped — 

And dropped — and dropped — suspended, dropping 

still- 
Like to a Comet whose inertia feels 
Ever a trail would hold him back, but on — 
And on, as if he dropped to'ard some far sun ; 
Till that sun's centripetal influence 
Shall wheel his course around and, at a tangent, 
Float him away — to sail — and float — and sail 
Back to our sun, — a Pilgrim wanderer 
'Twixt the Love-shrines of two eternities : 
Calm Stoic o'er a myriad frustrate loves — 
Calm with an awe-inspiring calm which thrills 
The silence of the soul's experiences 
That, locked in myriad brain-cell silences, 
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Find outward silence unendurable, 
And, changing awe to fear, send probing shafts 
To stir the secrets of the soul, — till, trembling, 
The fear-thrilled brain ferments and whirls along. 
Chased by foreboding phantoms : — thus lay Orpheus, 
In fever •••••• 



I should also like to invite criticism upon this from the 
Tkiri/ Canto. 

* • • For Art was not, with him, 
A native idiosyncracy that dressed, 
In robe of mimic stencilled tinsellings, 
Effeminate incompleteness ; but it built, 
For local habitation of his mind. 
The phantasm of a constituted sphere 
Involving many spheres, whose interplay — 
As if in gyroscopic emulation. 
Accommodating reciprocity. 
And functional harmoniousness — 
Made, of this superstructure of the mind. 
Fit temple for a soul : A temple windowed 
With myriad spheral lenses, faceted 
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With planes, on each of which Perceptions ray 

(Winging unerringly its arrow flight 

Betwixt idea and actuality) 

Had drawn, perspectively, some one of many 

Phases of Life that focussed on his mind 

Their eagerly- watched phenomena. But with 

His power to set these figured spheres revolving — 

So juxtaposing each and every picture — 

Handling experience as a General 

The evolutions of a composite force, — 

Rested his Soul's true entity ; and there, 

Perchance, was latent organizing power, 

More than he yet suspected. Even now, 

He seemed to have sipped deeply of the sap 

Of that Life-tree whose office is digestion 

Of that, else bitter, stomach-souring juice 

Of Knowledge, whose sustaining qualities 

Never, without assimilation, justify 

True Wisdom's robust motherhood ; but so 

Beget pedantic vanities, such children 

Seem like to Players, armed cap-a-pie 

With unproved armour, sword and shield and mace, 
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Plodding their stiffened joints across a Stage 
Or drooping lifelessly ; thus like Behemoth — 
Unwieldy, graceless, unmanoeuv'rable — 
Although within his hide he hold the whole 
Articulated vertebrae that makes 
The fiery war-steed's nimbleness. 
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THREE SONNETS UPON 

FINGAUS CAVE, STAFF A. 

I. 

3l0 t^e Snspiratton of ** ^^sixan,'* 

Staffa ! Wierd hall of mystic memories ; 

Home of Enchantment ; Muse-grot of the North, 

Whose harp-strings, swept by hoary ocean's swath, 
Echo again those ancient minstrelsies — 
Bedecked, as then, in myriad fantasies : — 

Centuries that rise, droop, and meander forth, 
Yet ask of thee thy grander mysteries, 

And fain would know thy tales of Love and Wrath, 
Say, Muse of Epic might ! for thou dost know. 

Aright, the name of him who, taught by thee, 

Tuned that wild harp's innate supremacy 
That — ^wafted down Time's tide's refluent flow 
In rhapsodies reflex with conscious woe — 

Sublimes with Grief a Nationality ! 
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II. 



Jl» a IS^tnpte of ^gfrut^. 

Fane of a thousand Atlas-sinewed piers ; 

Upon whose column'd might the beating surge, 

Keen with discovering-hope, doth ever urge 
Its secret-mining schemes ; — as dreary Tears 
Assail old Tyrannies — till Hope appears 

Behind such Contumelies as hide the verge 
Of Truth's Etem'ty, as with Error's years 

That crumble, each on each, with echoing dirge :• 
How has that stormy ooze thy roof deprived 

Of pier on pier, whose scattered heaps disband, 

Ev'n as Outworn Creeds that — fall'n — expand 
The Mighty Arch of Truth. So thou'st contrived, 
Crumblin^i to Build thyself, and thus survived 

Mimics that mirror'd but the human hand ! 
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III. 



3I0 a ^att of t^e ^tfttnge. 

Hall of the Viking Colonists, ere rose 

Their Fane of Fame upon the neighbouring Isle 

Of lona, whose shelves, with thine, compile 
A muster-roll of Glory whose repose 
In the dim past, if burst, might well disclose 

The legends of the Nations changings, while 
The seedlings of the Viking Empire chose 

Bases for its World-circling Peristyle : — 
What canst thou tell ? what riddles of old-time 

Rest in thy billowy shrine, which sucked the flow 

Of the Gulf Stream, when its vivacious glow 
Fed thee with dreams of Culture, from a clime 
Whose untold past makes thine articulate chime 

Wierd as those Hieroglyphs of Mexico ! 
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SIREN-SONG ECHOES. 



(Written for "The Shrine of Harmony.") 



By ORPHEUS. 



O Soft Enchantments ! set your chiming bells 

On downy swans that sail love-bowery streams : 
Syrup'd Intoxications ! ooze in swells, 

As sighing zephyrs, faint with odorous dreams, 
And mellowed dovelet-lullaby that seems — 
But a tremoring tune that tells 
Of the drawling drowsy dells, — 
Where the filmy blue-flies skimming 
O'er the wimpling waters, hymning 
In a humming drone, accompany the chimes of Fairy 
themes. 

O Sweetness ! set your spirit-scents in bowers 
Of honeysuckle, hung by streams of wine : 
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Dulcet Dews ! enchain the sleeping hours 
In dreaming ecstacies for ever mine ; 

And in such silvery shells this soul enshrine-— 
That, sailing, seeming 
Inwardly gleaming 
With msenad dowers 
From Elysian powers, 

1 may feel my veins float o'er their fields of the vine. 

Serene Insinuations of Delights ! 

Oh nestle in this heart's Narcissus-cell : 
Within these veins distil the opiate rites 
Of egoistic mirrorings, that quell 
Such Echoes as might Outward-Love compel, — 
Till luscious sorceries, 
Inebriate fantasies, — 
Such sumptuous sense impel, 
That these veins, envisioned, swell 
With that tranced dream of harmony the dying swan 
requites. 
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"SHE THAT I LOOK FOR, 

MY QUEEN! MY QUEEN!" 

Oh 'tis the daintiest wish to know, 

Some day, the heart that loves but mine ; 
With whom this heart, entwined, may grow, 
As oaken might with mistletoe, 
Or bramble with the honey-bine, — 

Loving but thine. 
O Heart of all hearts to me, — 
Centre of sympathy, 
Bright thou beam'st now as a Star to my soul. 

Ever inure to be — 
Emblem of Purity — 
E'en through the mists that this spirit o'er-rolL 

'Tis honey, in the silent hour. 

To paint, in faith's bright dream, thy face : 
In reverie to revere the power 
Of good that's thine ; receiving dower 
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While, in thy form, each flowing grace — 

Loving to trace. 
O Soul of all souls to me, — 

Need of this entity, — 
Sweetly thou sing'st, to the hope of this heart, 

One blest inanity 
Unto Humanity — 
Paradise binding the words ** Ne'er to part." 

It mollifies the mounful night, 

To light the lamp of song to thee. 
It breaks ambition's crushing might, 
To follow thee in lover's flight 
And, listening to thy melody, 

Thy slave to be. 
O Breath of all breaths to me, — 
Menu of minstrelsy, — 
Spirit that speaks of Devotion's romance, — 

Mirror of Constancy, — 
Ambition's errantry 
Waits at thy willing, and bends to thy glance. 
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SOFT BE THY FOOTFALL. 

Soft be thy footfall, 
O'er the Tombs silent I 
While the Eternities 

Close in around : 
Hushed e*en thy whispering ; 
Pensive thy Memory ; 
Let the Immensities 

Echo no sound. 

Soft be thy footfall ! 
Here they lie Sleeping ; 
Rest everlastingly 

From earth's turmoil. 
Gently a tear-pearl 

Drop on the green-turf; 
Leave it to glisteningly 

Hallow their toil. 
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Soft be thy footfall ! 
Here they lie Glorious ; 
Honoured their memory ; 

Beaming their names. 
Marble indelible 
Moist clay conserving : 
Chisled their Bravery ; 

Gold-set their Fames. 

Soft be thy footfall ! 
Here lie, Unhonoured, — 
Many that, strugglingly, 

Sought for Truth clear% 
Some have sunk silently, 
Broken, Uncared-for ; 
Claimed not they, gratefully. 
Mare than a Tear ? 

Soft be thy footfall I 
Yet with ire burning : 
Sharing with Agony, 

Weep here in Scorn.— 
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These, for their Selfish ends, 
Blasted their Fellow's lives ; 
E'en doomed to misery 

Babes yet un-bom. 



Soft be thy footfall ! 

Leaving the Churchyard ; 
Many a Blighted-life 

Lingers around. 
Lost, their once happiness, — 
Hopeless their struggling ; 
If not to aid their strife, 
Utter no sound. 

Soft be thy footfall ! 
Think of them kindly : 
Say no ill words of them : 
Help if you can. 
Some, p'rhaps past aiding : 
Most can be helped up : 
Someone has lowered them : 
Helped to their ban. 



E 
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Soft be thy footfall ! 
Step not on Wretchedness ; 
Rise not on other's fall : 

Pleasures will cloy, 

Bought by some other's shame. 
Bright gold will leaden seem, 
Wrapped in a spectre-pall ; 
Fearsome alloy ! 

Soft then thy footfall ! 
Through the world gently : 
Soon will th* Eternities 

Close thee around. 
Then thou'lt lie happily, 
Howe'er they bury thee, 
If the Immensities 

Echo no sound, — 
Save of thy kindliness, 
Truth-seeking, bravery : 
Grand then thy Obsequies 
Aye will resound. 
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NORSE LOVE SONG. 
By « hurra:' 

From the Battle's wild roar and din, 
As if borne on the wind's strong blast, — 
With the speed of the lightning's withering fire, 

I've come as fast 
Through the torrents and over the crags 
Of the mountains, to greet my troth, — 
While the stars sing out o'er Valhalla's gates, — 

That I've kept my Oath. 
Let echo ring from crag to crag. 
From Universe to Universe, — 

I've kept my Oath. 

As ice-mounts melt in the summer sun, 
Or the hot-spring's stifling breath, — 
So broke the stout phalanx* of those who were steeped 

In thy Brother's death. 

*— ^—^ ■ " "■■'■'■■■■ ™ ■ ™ ■■* — ■ — — ■ ^l,--.■^■— -■ — ..■.■. ^IM^I^-— — — I^^M^— ■— ^i^ 

• The Saxon phalanx, — see Lytton*s ** Harold.' 
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As the tempest drives the light sleet — 
They fled like goats, to their lair : 
Then I dipt, in the blood of thrice threescore slain. 

This lock of thy hair. 
Let echo ring from crag to crag, 
From Universe to Universe, — 

I've kept my Oath. 

Now I've come to claim my Bride, 
Who plighted her troth to me ; 
Who swore to be mine, if I proved my love 

Sincere to thee. 
I've proved it well with my blood ; 
Many wounds yet healed to be ; 
What more than my life could I stake to show 

I love but thee. 
Could echo ring from crag to crag. 
From Universe to Universe — 

'Twould say * I love but thee,* 

As mistletoe to the oak, 
Cling thou to me, my love : 
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I'll bear thee, as safe as Great Odin keeps 

The stars above, 
To a land* where the sun ever shines, 
And the gentle zephyrs blow ; 
Where the gardens bloom, in perpetual spring. 

With verdant glow. 
And none shall know, but we, my love I 
Throughout the wide wide Universe 

How I love thee, but thee. 

There, 1*11 spread a couch for thee, 
Of roses and violets sweet ; 
And well drink of the fountains that cool the hot sighs 

Which in love-flame meet* 
There, — our eyes weeping secrets of bliss, 
And our lips pressed in honeyed desire, — 
For aye we'll distil the sweet nectar of love 

With passion's fire. 
And only thou shalt know, Sweet Love 1 
Throughout the wide wide Universe, — 

How I love thee, but thee. 

* England 
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TO A CITY WAITRESS. 



A modest grace ; 

A Grecian face ; 
l^nough, but not too much, expression. 

A nameless charm 

Of chastened calm, 
Whose judgment always is * in session.' 

Yet such a face 

As might unlace 
The straitest too-conformist parson, 

To sing a psalm 

For Gilead balm 
For fire not all begot of arson. ^ 

But Oh ! for me, 

Whose heart's a sea 
(Though I have prudence matching Cato's), 
Of errantry, 

The charm of thee 
Is in the way you say " Pitatoes." 
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Your chops axe fine, 

On which I dine : 
(Your ruby lips alone more tender). 

As, with good " yill," 

My glass you fill, 
My • Grace' to thee more than the ** Sender," 

I fear I twine 

In lissom line : 
But Dearie ! say, you are not dreaming 

That 'gentle WiU' 

Is with us still, 
Without his love of love's coy seeming ? 

Yet, but for my 

Own lullaby 
Of balm within me, known as Plato's, 

Why ! I would sigh 

And wish to die, 
Could we not wed and have " Ktatoes." 
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A SKETCH. 



Scene:— AN ARTIST'S STUDIO. 



Claude discovered Fainting. 

Enter Julie. 

Claude. Ha ! my Julie ! Sweet ! my welcome 

To thee* this mom, is as that Memnon image 
That waits for the Sun's warmth ere it can 

speak; 
For I am chilled with too-quick radiation 
Of yester-hour's impatient warmth of longing 
For one delicious cooling kiss. 

Julie. Sure! then 

You have been painting kisses, thus to have 
Exhausted your desire for them so soon ? 
Perchance sovat painted kiss has lately pressed 
Your lips vnih patience^ more than longing? 
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Claude. O ! 

You sweet Sarcasm ! See how I will spoil 
These painted lips of yours to spite you, then 
Your real ones afterwards. You puss ! you take 
Advantage of my patience, having taught 
It me who learnt too hastily : see ! now 
I lay down patience with my brush and work. 

Julie, Nay ! better take it up again ; my own 

Is but of the few minutes' growth that you 
Have kept me waiting here : yet 'tis sufficient. 

Claude. Oh ! let me steal 

That little patience from thy lips, with such 
Impatient haste as thy coy hastiness — 
To hide thine own /^patience— deign to grant. 
In patient sufferance to my suffering patience. 

Julie. Nay ! nay ! my patience suffers not — itself 

Nor your impatience. Why should sufferance 

grant 
A privilege to that you've laid aside ? 
Best take it up again ! 'Tis in your work. 
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Claude. Oh yes ! that's quiet^-^hyii there's no patience 
m It. 
It's virtue has gone out, now thou art here. 
Oh ! I am all impatient suffering, 
And thou alone canst heal me. 



[Curtain^ 



'»-© 
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CONSERVATION BY 

RE-CREATION. 

( Written for The Shrine of Harmony). 

Flickering; wanly flickering ; 
See the marsh-lights peep and go. 

Creeping ; slowly sweeping ; 
Comes the gloom's too-constant flow. 
'Tis the fickle glance of Fortune glinting from my 
wheel of woe ; 

Yet Ambition's* real fruition, 
Though it glows and pales, still glimmers; glitters 
even through the clouds that, gathering, grow. 

Wreathing (hardly breathing). 
Haze of faint oppressiveness : 

Dying ; barely sighing ; 
Nature 's 'neath some subtle stress. 



Ambition : — Active Aspiration, 
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Tis the time of Aspiration's testing trial by Weariness : 

Yet Ambition's re-ignition 
Waits to flash from out the stifling, rifling atmosphere 
of its reflned distress* 

Muttering now, and spluttering : 
Now the squall has reached the reef. 

Flashing now, and clashing ! 
Bursts the storm that brings relief ! 
Tis the time of waking to fresh working and revived 
belief 

In Ambition's coalition 
With the loftier heights of Nature's stature, soaring 
far above each transient Grief. 

Weeping now, and steeping 
Leaves and stems in steamy tears : 

Drenching (Soul-thurst quenching). 
Yet too fast, the drought-choked weirs : 
Thus doth Joy-pain pour too full the floods from aL 
its rainy spheres 

On Ambition's new volition : 
Yet some prison'd drops will sparkle, spangle, in the 
fever-fretted work of years. 
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TO MY BOOK AND MY READERS. 



Upon the tides of Life's reflexive dream 
Toss thou, the rough-shelled mollusc that my grief 

Rests shrined within ; a pearl perchance to seem 

Through some kbd tear's reflection, in whose gleam 
May glisten softest sympathy's belief 
In Sorrow's sisterhood and Love's let fief 

Of Joy, whose fee is suffering to redeem 
Any lost pearl from disappointment's reef. 

Friend ! would'st seek mine ? O sail some little way 
Thy Life-dream's boat-wake back, till mirror'd be 
Some since-pearled grief of thine, whose filmy sea 

Of ruth can mirage mine ; then, by the sway 

Of its reflection in thy ruth, O weigh 
My pearl, " thus much divine in modesty." 



8o TO MY BOOK AND READERS. 

For in thy human heart doth the divine, 
Hunself, reveal that part of His own Soul 

Which makes thy mortal frame an honoured shrine 

For His vast Immortality. Yet sign 
Nor wonder their loud thimder-lightnings roll 
Upon thy terrors ; neither th' Inspired Scroll 

Speaks by its volume : Doth He not consign 
His fame-with-thee to thine own heart's control? 
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